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DEDICATORY SONNE. 
Ad Amicos. 
| 22 Wn 


OW lone and languid were life's weary ways 


Meiſur'd by faint ſteps, and by dim eyes trac'd, 


Did not Affection now and then diſplay 
A ſpot of beauty mid a flowerleſs waſte. 


How would the ſoul unſatisfied, and cold, 
1 Pine all unconſcious of its ſecret powers, 5 
oſe powers did foſtering Friendſhip ne' er unfold, 


Nor ward with fond attempt each ſtorm that lowers. 


Jo You then, of the firm, tho! little band 
Of thoſe I love !—who ſweetly have endear'd 
home moments far too fleeting, and have fann'd 


The trembling flame of virtue, who have rear'd 


That ſecret wed that heeds nor blame nor wn 


To You ] conſecrate theſe random lays. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


ERE the AuTnoR of the following 

Poems deſirous of Ve them on 
the Public, with apologies for their defects, 
on account of Youth, or incompatible avoca- 
tions, it were in his power to do it ;—but he 
diſclaims praiſe on any ſuch ambiguous terms. 
— They are only the effuſions of the moment; 
as ſuch he would have them conſidered :— 
None of them are the productions of previous 
ſtudy, or are indebted, for what little merit 
they may chance to poſſeſs, to an hour's pre- 


WM mcditation ; they are, without any exception, 


the antutor's ebullition of involuntary feel= 
Ing. | 


If recondite references, perſpicuity of plan, 
and a diſplay of general literature, be requiſite 
to conſtitute the reputation of a Poet, the 
AUTHOR is well aware that he will then have 
no claim to the character; the pieces here in- 
ſerted were thrown into this form, chiefly for 
the ſake of ſome friends; and he hopes that 


thoſe friends, though cold criticiſm may deſpiſe 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


them, will not be influenced by the blame of 


2 Who at their will | 
Th' ingenious ſtrain of torturing art could trill.” 


*Tis enough for him if they touch the feeling 
mind, he 18 . | 


1 “ Content, as random fancies might inſpire, 
f his weak reed, at times, or plaintive lyre, 

He touch'd with deſultory hand, and drew | 

Some ſoften'd tones, to Nature not untrue,” 
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SONNET I. 


To the Moon. 


— —— ä ͤ ́ Qsjñ̃Ü: 


Part moon |! I wth thy luminous orb to view 
When firſt thou mounteſt from the azure main z 

Pale moon I love to mark thy tendereſt hue 
Steal foldy o'er the wide and wat'ry plain. 


For while I ſee thee ſmiling on the wave 


As golden clouds thy lonely lamp attend, - * 
Methinks I view a form that often gave 

The charm that waits upon a pitying friend. 
oft, when diſguſted with day's gariſh light, 

I've wander d penſive by the twilight gleam, 
Thou'ſt chac'd for me the dark impending night 

With many a pale and melancholy beam. 


Oh! when life's joyleſs proſpects I reſign 
May conſeious virtue give a ray like thine; 


[8 ] 


SONNET I. 


Occaſioned by a Domeſtic's Tears at parting from the 
Author. | 


— 
2 
1 


145 —— S EO rr OY 


Har, to thy tear, thou ſimple child of worth ! 
To me it ſeems a pearl of rareſt price, 
It beams a luſtre little known to Mirth, 


It ſheds a balm unfelt by harden'd Vice, 


Hail to thy tear! to me it ſeems to ſay, 
That tho' by Faſhion's votaries I'm reviPd, 
That tho' misfortune mark my cheerleſs way, 


Still I am dear to Poverty's meek child. 


And I had rather be the friend of woe, 
The mournful brother of the joyleſs ſlave, | 
Than chill'd by Apathy's cold influence, know 


The ſmiles of wealth, and all that pomp &er gave. 


Ah yes! the poor man's tear I'd rather claim, 


Than all the pleaſures of a noted name. 


Tg 3 :- 


SONNET II. 
Written at Exmouth, Devon. 
— 
Taz fleecy clouds that veil the evening ſky 
Sail ſlowly ar the white refleCting main 
On whoſe calm breaſt the breeze forgets to ſigh, 
And yields to filence thro the ſober ſcene. 


The diſtant hills, where each bright tint was tel 
Of cultivation, hide their downy heads 
Beneath the dewy cloud that floats ſerene, 
And on their forms a miſty ſhadow ſheds. 
Now on the ſleeping . a vermeil hue 
Is ſoft reflected from the glowing weſt, 
Where with ſlow ſtep meek eve retires from view, 


And leaves the world to melancholy reſt. 


In ſuch a proſpect Fancy can impart 


'The magic charm that ſooths an aching heart. 
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SONNET IV. 


Written at Church-Hop. Iſle Poriland. 


— — 
* 


ON the grey rock with tumbling fragments rude, 
The conſcious caſtle, proud in ruin, frowns, 


While far beneath as rolls the welt'ring flood, 


Each feebler ſound its deep- ton d murmur drowns. 


From this ſteep erag, where Terrour leagu'd with Power 


Invaſion's troubled tempeſt would defy, 
Dimly is ſeen the * diſtant cliff to tower, 


Or the faint ocean mingling with the ſky. 


Amid the tangles of the briared dell, 
A high arch'd abbey's ſhrub-twin'd fragments ſhow, 
Where many a ſinking ſtone forgets to tell 


To Fame's deaf ear, the duſt that lies below. 


Rude ſcene! *till thou'rt no more, ſhall Wildneſs elaim 


« A local habitation, and a name.” 


® $, Alban's Point, 
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SONNET v. 
To the Grade. 


—vtͤ—— — 


. * 
© 


HOU welcome mixtifion' of eterial reſt! 

I do not ſhrink the dreary gloom to feel, 

hat calms the: tumult of my aching breaſt, | 
As o'er thy daified turf forlorn I ſteal. L 


do not ſhrink to hear the paſſing bell 
Ow, in meaſur'd cadence dull and ſlow; 
1 did the worn mourner to thy joyleſs cell 


Weeping, with ſteps unequal feebly go. 


2 ith thee, the heart that long has throb'd with we 
WE Shall Gnk (oh welcome thought!) to peace profoutid;- 
The form that oft was worn by care below, 


Shall fleep unconſcious of misfortune's wound. 


In the dark confines'of thy ſhelt ring breaſt; 
The wicked vex not, and the weary reſt! 
\ 
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SONNET VI. 


Written near Cromack Lake, 


* 


VI hoary ſcenes of ſavage grandeur hail! 
To the unpractis'd heart for ever dear! 
Whoſe cliffs are ſwept by many a hollow gale, 


While the hoarſe mountain torrent tumbles near. 


Hao Cuſtom, tyrant of the glowing ſoul, 

Her dull, depreſſing ſway uſurps no more; 

Here ſimple Nature learns without controul 

Above this nether ſphere in thought to ſoar. 

! 

And here the paſſions of the native breaſt 
Affection warm, and ſympathy infuſe - 

Thoſe wild emotions, and that rapture bleft 


That promp the efforts of the ruſtic muſe. 


Oh! may I oft your rudeſt views explore, 


And learn of Nature, Virtue's genuine lore, 


N. 
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SONNET VII. 
To a Snow-Drop. 
— 
| f Y 
SIGHING I pluck thee, earlieſt child of ſpring ! 


And place thy ſimple flow'ret near my breaſt, 


Thinking thy ſnowy luſtre ſtill may bring 


Feelings, tho” ſomewhat mournful, not unbleſt. 


Scarce twelve frail months on Times' cold wing have ſped, 


Since pacing, all elate, life's upward ſlope, 


1 


I ſnatch'd a bud like thine, and fondly ſaid, 
« This is the little harbinger of hope !” 


Now when I mark thee peeping as I walk, 
I think thee fair as ever, Jab more frail; 
And when thou droopeſt on thy lender ſtalk, 
I weep that even ſo my joys ſhould fail. 


Then come, pale bud, and let me breathe a figh, 


To fan the emblem of delights—that die | 
B 2 


SONNET VIII. 
FROM PETRARCH. 


Tie rime dolenti, Ec, 


— 


6— na 


Go, mournful rhymes, to yonder marble go 
Where, on the earth's cold lap my Laura's laid; | 
Call her from heaven with notes of tendereft woe, 


For ſurely heaven receiv'd her when ſhe fled. 


Fell her, alas! I'm weary and unbleſt, 

Tird with the tempeſt of life's reftleſs ſea z 
Tell her, her image in my faithful breaſt, 

Ts all, the dear lovd all, that's left for me. 


Tell her, tho life or death *twere her's to prove 
Her beauty ſill ſhould fire my fondeſt thought; 
Tell hcr (for now ſhe dwells in worlds above) 
To ſooth my ſoul bewilder'd and diftraught. 


For ſoon (bleſt hope !) we'll meet, in heaven to find 


An unreſtrain'd communion of mind. 


SONNET IX, 
FROM THE SAME« 


Che fai? che penſi? Oc. 


— 


Wu uv dot thou look with uſeleſs fond regret, 


To joys that never, never can return) 
Deludcd heart? why does Affection yet 
In all thy throbs, and wild emotions burn ? 


| Thoſe accents ſweet, thoſe glances ſweeter ſtill, 
Which oft alas! could prompt th' impaſſion'd ſtrain, 
No more my breaſt with Love's warm glow ſhall fill, 


Nor charm my ears, nor bleſs my eyes again. 


Then why, Remembrance, doſt thou ſtill torment, 
And waken thoughts that only ſoothe to kill ? 
The fruitleſs ſorrow, Virtue ſhall repent 


Far loftiec cares my doating heart ſhould fill. 


Forget the fair! better ſhe ne'er were given, 


Than both, in life and death to wean from heaven. 


SONNET X. 


FROM THE SAME. 


Solo e penſofo 1 piu deſerti campi, &c. 


—_—_— 
| 


umn 


— II I T—_ —— 


W HERE Nature frowns uncultur'd and forlorn, 
I love alone to wander, ſad and flow, 
O'er tracts by friendly footſteps never worn, 


With eyes averted deſolate I go. 


Alas! *tis thus I ſhun th' unfeeling race 


Tis thus from th' intercourſe of man I part; 


For ſure the langour of each fading grace 


| Betrays the anguiſh of an aching heart. 


So oft my melancholy fate I wail, 
That every river, foreſt, hill, and plain, . 

Have learnt the tenour of my tearful tale ; 
And {till ſo changeleſs is my amorous pain, 


That varied Nature's wildeſt ſcenes aſſail 


My heart (a prey to paſſion) all in vain. 
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SONNET XI. 


FROM THE SAME. | 
| Rota e Palla Colonna, Se. 


Aras my deareſt hope is now no more, 
The ſoothing comfort of my wearied ſoul z 
| Her parted charms this ſphere can neer reſtore | 


Where zephyrs wanton, or where oceans roll. 


| She's fled, far fled, from this ſad ſcene of pain, 


And every joy with her has ceas'd to bloom, 


And every lingering, longing wiſh is vain, 
For death has ſeal'd th* irrevocable doom. 
Then fince with fate tis bootleſs to contend, 
My unreſiſting ſoul muſt fall her prey; 
My tear-dim'd eyes her hard beheſts muſt mourn, 
Oh life, thou flattering, tho' deceitful friend ! 
Thou ſhowelt to youth full many a pipe gay, 


V 
Then bidſt them * never to return. 


SONNET XII. 
FROM THE SAME. 
Gliocchi, di cio parls, &c. 


TROSE beaming eyes where pity us d to ſnine, 
That lovely form adorn'd with every grace, 

Which won this foft impaſſion'd heart of mine 

To quit the world's infatuating chace. 


Thoſe locks: luxurious, brighter far than gold, 
Thoſe cheeks where ſmiles ſeraphic lov'd' to play, 
The narrow manſions of the dead infold, 


A ſhapeleſs heap of cold inſenſate clay. 


And yet 'tis mine, tho? all I Jov'd be gone, 
Tho' faithleſs hope denies her pilot ray, | 
Tho! blackeſt tempeſts frown, to linger here; 
With hope the muſes ſoothing dreams are flown : 
My mind enfeebled feels its force decay, 


And nought remains but th” unavailing tear; 


[ 19 ] „ . 


SONNET XII. 


FROM THE SAME. 


Sento Paura antica, Sc. 


WITH fad delight I breathe theſe well known gales; 
And mark thoſe hills, whoſe ſummits pierce the ſkies; 


With fad delight, thoſe ſolitary vales 


That witneſs'd love's deceitful hopes ariſe. 


How frail each bliſs, each mortal hope how fraill _ 
O'er theſe dear ſcenes where beauty lov'd to bloom, TA 
Cold melancholy low'rs with aſpect pale, 


And points deſponding to the narrow tomb, 


Ah! once my ſoul (with many a care oppreſs'd) 
| Look'd for ſome retribution of her woe 
To you frail tenant of the earth's cold breaſt ! 
And truſting thus to paſſion's fleeting glow 
I've never found th' anticipated reſt, | 


But mourn each earthly hope, an empty ſhow, 


[20 ] 


SONNET XIV. 
FROM THE SAME. 
Vaga augelletlo che cantando vas, G. 


Dweer wandering bird who pour'ſt the ſoothing ſong, | 1 
Or tell'ſt of fate the melancholy tale, 
While even ſweeps with duſky ſhade along, 0 


And autumn whiſtles down the leaf ftrewn vale. 


If thou'rt like me with whelming woe oppreſs d, | Fi 
Our mutual griefs in mutual love ſhall join, 


Thy liquid notes ſhall ſoothe my penſive breaſt, © 


And with thy ſorrows thou may'ſt warble mine. 


Tho! perhaps the object of thy tender love, 15 F. 
May ſtill with thee ſupport life's load of care, 


While mine has wing' d her flight to realms above! 4 
But ahl the melancholy proſpect near 
With the remembrance of paſt pleaſures move | P 


To tell to love's kind mate the woes I bear. 


Po 


SONNET XV. 
FROM THE SAME. 


Quel reſigndl cheſii „Sc. 


You gentle bird that knows too well to wail 
The ills that life's uncertain ſtate muſt prove, 
Charms with her melting notes the ling'ring gale, 


'And fills the ſcene with melody and love. 


From eve's pale hour, till purple morn appears, 

In my diſtreſs he ſoa to bear a part "ve 
Compaſſion's hand ne'er wipes away my tears | 
Which flow from fancy's viſionary heart. 

For my “ frail thoughts dallying with falſe furmiſe” 
Built all their hopes of happineſs below, 
And ſtill forgot how ſoon earth's pleaſure flies! 

But now alas! 'tis mine with tears to know 
That every thought to purer ſcenes ſhould riſe, 


Nor linger here with — and woe. 
2 


1 


Ode to Simplicity, 


— — 


On thou whoſe Sts breaſt 
' Each purer ſenſe has bleſt, 
(True to the magic touch of joy and woe) 
In vain cold art diſplays 
To thee her i maze; , 


Thou only feel'ſt what N ature's children know. 


The frantic furious ſoul 
Where Paſſion's tempeſts roll. 
Thy mild and ſober influence never taught: 
The Erudite refin'd 
Who ſcorns the native mind 


Shall weave unbleſt by thee the wildering thought. 


And he whoſe vacant breaſt 
Is ſteep'd in callous reſt, 
By thee pure maid ſhall be unnotic'd ſtill ; 


1 as 1 
Whoſe ſenſes never ſhoot 


(Devote to low purſuit) 


With Virtue's warm, and life ennobling thrill. 


Nethinks thou lov'ſt to dwell 
In n ſequeſter'd cell | 
Where pure domeſtic bliſs for over ſmiles; 
Thou bid'ſt ſenſation ſhine 
In tears of joy divine, 


And inborn virtue every hour beguiles. 


Unmark'd thou lov'ſt to fit N 
As flows the ſocial wit 
From the free board in emanation bright, 
While all the ſoul is felt 
In glowing thought to melt, 


And rolls each eye inſtinct with keen delight. 


Thou prompt'ſt the trembling tongue 
Where feeling oft has hung, 


Whence accents flow to thee alone confin'd; 


L 24 ] 
Thou giv'ſt the tell- tale face 
A free and forceful grace, 
And wak'ſt the untaught intercourſe of mind. 

Thou lov'ſt the infant's ſmile 

Unknown to lurking guile, 

Its inoffenſive joys, and gambols gay; 

Thou lov'ſt the brow of youth 
Irradiate with truth, 


And giv'ſt life's early path one cloudleſs day. 


Thou bid'ſt the Lover's tale 
With magic charm prevail 
While Nature's pathos breathes in every word; 
Thou giv'ſt the maid to prove 
The genuine Joys of love, 


| As Thou believ'ſt what inclination heard. 


Oh! may J often tread 
By muſing Fancy led 


Where rude'thy turf-incircled ſhrine is found, 


L & | 
While primroſe” paly hue 
And ſnow-drops bath'd in dew. 
And ſimple hare - bells gliſten all around. 


And while to deck thy ſhrine 
The votive wreath JI twine, 
And breathe in numbers wild my glowing ſoul, 
If thou wilt fill my ks fm ach 
I'll ſcorn the“ wealth of art,” 


The pomp of rule, and every tame controul. 


TE 
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Ode to Keſwick Lake, Cumberland. 


| \ 
Wu ſcenes l tho? abſent from my ſight, 
Remembrance often views your wakeful charm, | 4 
She cheriſhes with fond delight | 
The enthuſiaſtic thrill, the feeling warm, | WI 
The glow poetic, and the wild alarm, 
That ever waits, enchanting ſcenes, on you! Be, 


She often ſees your hanging wood 
Wave on the mountain's brow, 
kens 3 
And hems your mild refleQting flood 


Sleep in the vale below, 


With feelings keenly true := 

She views the mountain torrent white with foam, 
As its big maſs darts wildly from on high ; 

While conſcious ſhades that ſhed an awful gloom, 
From the rude glare of Day's unwelcome eye 


Shroud many a fairy form that loves to hover nigh. 


1 a7 1 


Majeſtic views! 
What trembling effort of my votive muſe, 
May dare to hail 


Shades where SUBLIMITY ſhall ever dwell. 
Where oft Sax points the melancholy rock 
To make it fl more dread, 
And bids the beetling crag more proudly mock 
The ebend ſtorm that hovers round its WY 
While Sax of rapturous thought the Magic Queen, 
Wakes every ruder grace, 
BEAUTY, more lovely in an awful ſcene OO 
Adorns of nature the expreſſive face F 


With many a ſweeter charm, 


And hues divinely warm. 

Bids the torrent as it flows 

In the vale below repoſe, 

Bids the glowing car of day 
Shed a ſoft attemper'd ray, 

Gives the groves a freſher green 
Where mild zephyr fails ſerene, 
BeavTyY calms the liquid lake, 

And ever bids it _ take 


A . 
The margin rock, and each time-hallow'd wood , 
® Each mountain wildly high, ſublimely rude, 
| With ſoft reflected grace in its repoſing flood. 


Methinks I ſee in native charm atttic'd 
All the bright forms of Kezswick's happy vale, 
Methinks I ſee the ſcene which oft inſpir'd 
The glow of Genius, and the Muſes tale. 
PDxxw ENT | I view thy lake of cleareſt glaſs 
Which Narure decks in beauty all thine own, 
The liquid luſtre of its level face 


Where the gay pinnace glitters to the ſun. 
{ © I feel the balmy gales that blow” 


Its ſurface brightly clear along, 
þ And now I hear them murmur low 
| The lightly trembling woods among. 
| The cluſter'd iſles that ſcarcely peep 
| From the blue boſom of the deep, 
Which loves their grafly ſides to lave, 
Now meet excurſive Fancy's eye 
And with a ſweet diverſity 
Break the wide level of the ripling wave. 


[ 29] 
Ah! as thy varying ſcene I mark, 
What cloud-clad rocks, what monintatte huge appear, 
Here GowDaR frowns, with SKIDDAW in its rear, 
A vaſt ſtupendous maſs! and hark 
Methinks I ſeem in Fancy's dream to hear 
A deep majeſtic ſound 
From you rude rocks Abound 
Where wild woods ever wave mid fragments drear. 
| On breezes borne, that fan the day, 
Now louder, and now louder roars | | 
The hollow ſound on Keswick's ſhores, 
As on I urge my way. 
Till led by Fancy to the impending ſhade, 
O'ercanopied by melancholy rocks, 
Lopoke is ſeen to thunder thro? the glade, 
And from the appalling ſteep with fearful ſhocks 
To urge the fragment thro' the opening air, 
Big with impending fate and deep deſpair 


To Him, the unlucky wight, that wont to wander near. 


Tremendous flood! 


Which flingſt thy foam on many a fragment rude { 
2 


L 30 } 
And bid'ſt the foreſt quake 
And liſtening nature ſhake, 
As down thou tumbleſt *mid the humid wood. 
For thee, her ſhowers. may ſummer ſend, 
And ſtill repleniſh every ſpring ; 
For thee, the lone Enthuſiaſt's fiend 
Her wildeſt ſtorms may winter bring: 
May many a mountain torrent mix with thine, 


And ſeek thy favorite haunt, ſublimity divine. 


What are the graces of the poliſh'd ſcene 
Where the wild form of Nature's ſought in vain, 
Where artificial elegance is ſeen 


A ſupplement to Beauty's beamy train! 


What, when compar'd to Lopore's ſhade |! 
Here wanton Nature's boundleſs grace, 
Fancy, ſweet viſionary maid, 
Is often fondly ſeen to 1 
Here all the viewleſs forms that ſti]! 
Awake the Enthuſiaſtic thrill, 
Here fairy phantoms that diſpenſe 
Rapture to ſublimated ſenſe 


Impart their higheſt influence -m=— | 


1 1 
There, Dulnefs leaning on ſome ſtatue near 
(Her emblem meet) wears out the inſipid year, 
And talks of Nature with an. ideot joy 


While Nature, abſent maid, ne'er bleſt her vacant eye. 


a * : * 
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Elegy on a Poor Man's Grave, 


'Tno Pride may trample on the uncouth grave 


Where ſleep the aſhes of the lowly dead ; 
Altho' Misfortune's child no tomb may ſave 


Thy mouldering duſt from every giddy tread. 


. Yet Pity with a meck unpurchas'd tear 


Thy nameleſs ſod ſhall wet in ſaddeſt guiſe, 
While the wan dupe of faithleſs Hope ſhall bear 

A gatland quaint, and mutter There he lies !” 
And there, as Evening logos in the vale, 

Her fairy hands the pearly dew ſhall ſpread 
Her miſt-clad power ſhall waft the gentls gale 

To fan the flowers that deck thy earthy bed. 


And there ſhall lifeleſs Melancholy dwell 

And mufing gaze th' ae object near, 

Her frequent ſigh (neglected Virtue's knell) 
Shall touch ſome deſultory poet's car. 


n 
For oh! the fate that mark d thy life's ſad day. 
Tho' thou mightꝰſt boaſt pre eminence of worth, 
That luckleſs fate has juſt allow'd thy clay 
A poor unheeded ſod of ſimple earth. 


For thou haſt pin'd in Grief's unſparing ſtorm, 
Tho' thy breaſt felt Affection's warmeſt glow, 
Yet none would houſe want's unattractive form 


Or note a boaſtleſs tale of real woe. 


Yet oh! thou conſcious tho neglected ſhade \ 
Accept a paſling Brother's caſual tear, < 
A tribute pure tho? impotent to aid, 


But ſeldom given to ſoothe Misfortune here. 


Elegy on leaving Exmouth. 
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FAREWEL fweet ſcenes familiar to mine eyes, 
Oft have I mark'd you with a tranſport bleſt, . 


Tho' now no more for me your charms ſhall riſe, 


0 give my ſoul a tranſitory reſt. 


Farewel, thou blue and ever reſtleſs main, 


On whoſe clear breaſt yon bright orb ſheds his ray, 


While from the vault above with boundleſs reign 
He proudly flames, the exulting LokD of day. 


&* 


Farewel, ye little ſkiffs that calmly ſcud 


With trembling white ſail to each zephyr true 


Along the wide and undulating flood; | 


Sweet fairy objects of a fairy view 


And you ye proud majeſtic ſhips that glide 
With ſwelling canvas, and with pennants gay 


Stately and flow along the obedient tide; 


No more for me ye plow your wat'ry way! 


I ha 


E 
Farewel the glowing ſigh, the ſwelling thought 
The throb myſterious, and the tear ſo ſweet, 

Farewel the joys that inſpiration brought, 


And Nature wild, in Solitude's retreat. 
* 


I haſte alas! from this unruffled main, 
T haſte ſrom ſhores where ſighs the placid wave, 
To ſcenes of moral miſery and pain 


The billowy ſtorms of buſy life to brave. 


Feelings of peace, ye melting thoughts, I go, 
I go with you to never more ſejourn! 
Day- dreams of ſweet imaginary woe 


I quit your charms realities to mourn! 
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Roſamund Gray. 


- * 


Lr the Pander of Vice, and the Minion of Power, 


Claim the blaſphemous boon of a verſe; 
Let the Poet who ſings for the infamous dower, 


Ambition's mad actions rehearſe. 


The child of Aiafortune who's bent to the earth, 


Shall live in my incondite lay; 


I'Il boaſt the intuitive feelings of worth, 


The virtues of Roſamund Gray. 


If actions are great, no one cares if they're good, 
A Tyrant's a reverenc'd name, 
The Grant of Renown is imprinted in Blood, 
And a ſword is a paſſport to Fame. 


And I've mark'd honeft Virtue with miſery bow'd, 


Tho? ſhe urge inoffenfive her way 3 


Yes, feelings I've mark'd that would honour the proud, 


In the boſom of Roſamund Gray. 
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A woman when bleſt with the trappings of wealth, 
Is chang'd to an Angel at once, 
Omnipotent affluence may bargain for health, 
_ *Twill give ſenſe to the Blockhead or Dunce. 
Here is One who's without it, is ſunk to a ſlave, 
Tho Infirmity's impotent 8 
And Nature's ſimplicity ſinks to the grave, 


Unnotic'd in Roſamund Gray. 


The faithleſs, the ſelfiſh, the harden'd and proud, 
If they're trickt out with features ſo nice, 
Are officiouſly ſerv'd by the ſycophant croud, 
Tic the apotheofes of vice: | 
But Worth, W and homely, may work to the bone, | 
While ſpirits and ſtrength ſhall decay : 
And drop the big tear of dejection alone, 
All unpitied like Roſamund Gray. 


The flow moving hearſe, and the black nodding plume, 
And Hypocriſy's ſtatue like air, 
And the far-tolling knell, and the ſculpture-wrought tomb, 


Soften death for the Rich = the Fair. 
4 | 
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Yet Integrity's careleſsly toſs'd to the clod, 
Fen the bell its dull tribute won't pay, 
But ſimple Misfortune ſhall Ggh o'er the ſod 


And condole with poor Roſamund Gray. 
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Ha! why 1s that tear in thine eye 


Gentle maid ? 


The tale of thy ſorrows unfold 
My Harry will die, 
" And my poor babies cry, 
" For they re Farmiſh'd and ſhiv” ring with cold.” 


Well-a-day ! | 


To the Doctor then baſtily go 5 


Gentle maid ! 


And tell him that Harry is worſe. 
The Doctor won't cure 
«© When a-patient is poor, 
For he heeds not the Man but his purſe.” g 
Well-a- day 


Hie away to the Tradeſman ſo rich 


Gentle maid! 


The manner of this proce was ſuggeſted by rea Mr. Hoxenorr s 
© GAFFER GRAY: _ 
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That lives at the manſion you ſee—— 
© The Tradeſman gets money, 
te But never gives any 


«© To comfort poor ſufferers like me.” 


Well-a-day 


Doſt thou know the great houſe in the park 
Gentle maid ? 
Where the great and the affluent ure 4 
« Alas! they've ſpent all 
| «Tn a concert or ball, 
« To beggars they've nothing to give.” 
Well-a-day |! 


Go, go, tis thine only reſource 
Gentle maid ! ' 


To the Juſtice and tell thy diſtreſs 


« Ah, and go to be cow'd 
ce By the taunts of the proud 
© Who relieve for a plea to oppreſs.” 


Well-a-day ! 


Ah! what ſhall I do, I am poor. 


Gentle maid! 


[# 1 


And nip'd by chill miſery's breath——— 


Let my laft penny take 
It may buy a ſmall cake 

And preſerve thee a moment from death, 
Well-a-day [ 
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Tu a man — and have feelings as well as the great, 
And thoſe feelings I never will ſlee, 

Tho' recreant Vice, with proud trappings of ſtate, 
Bid Shame wait on Virtue and Me. 

Tho? while all were W in revels and mirth, 
T alone were unconſcious of Reſt g— 

Yet ſill would I prize while I roam o'er the earth, 


Virtue's ſovereign Gem of the breaſt. 


While I toi! thro' the days? chearleſs weariſome length 
The child of Misfortune and Pain, 

While I, inoffenſive am wearying my ſtrength, 
And ſubſiſtence can hardly obtain; 

There are miſcreants unworthy to rank with a man, 
By Flattery and Fortune . 

Yet ſtill will I keep, tho” they blaze for a ſpan, 


Virtue's ſovereign Gem of the breaſt. 


m worn out with labour, and ſinking with age, 


And have no where to ſhelter my head, 


By 
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And ſeldom the cravings of Nature to aſſuage, 
Can inſure the poor pittance of bread. 

Mean while the Ambitious, the Vile, and Ingrate, 
To Plenty add Luxury's zeſt 

But they know not like me, and Fl pity their fate, 


Virtue's ſovereign Gem of the breaſt. 


Thro? my worn feeble frame, naked, ſhrivelVd, and old, 
When the pitilefs tempeſt begun, 4 

Thro- my half-nouriſh'd veins, unprotected and cold, 
Oft a death-boding tremor has run. 

Yet I mark oft the active, the vigorous, and young, | 
With Profuſion and Indolence bleſt, — 

But they feel not the pleaſures to thee that belong 


Thou ſovereign Gem of the breaſt ! 


Im deſpis'd, and I'm treated as worſe than a ſlave, 
Condem'd to the laſh of Diſgrace; 

I have no gentle friend who ſhall weep at my grave, 
For living I'm dead to my race. 

Yet I am a man, and the wretch is no more, 
Whoſe Name lifts him far from the oppreſs'd, 

Vain title For Anceſtry 5 8 can inſure 


The ſovereign Gem of o_ breaſt, 
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When all my afſlictions are fled with my breath, 
And the throbs of Misfortune ſhall ceaſe; 

| When the toils of Life's journey are over in death, 
And Pm laid on the pillow of Peace. 

Then Vice, tho? my green turf he ſcornfully tread, 
My rights ſhall no longer conteſt 

For T1! claim in the ſkies the well-merited mee'd, 


And boaſt—the bright Gem of my breaſt. 
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I OWN that I'm poor and devoted to ſhame, 
The outcaſt and ſcorn of the nth 
For my kindred no titled oppreſſors I claim 
Whoſe vices are charter'd by birth. 
Yet while with the feelings of Nature at war 
They bend to proud Cuſtom the knee, 
Tho' I'm mean and unnotic'd, Pm happier by far— 


As the gate of the mountain Pm free. 


I heedleſsly rove o'er the heath-cover'd hill 
And the mild blowing breezes inhale, 
I liſtleſsly ſtray near the devious rill 
As it winds to the far diſtant vale. 
As long as wild Nature can give me delight 
I reck not the Lordlings' decree, 
The joy that She wakens I claim as my right 
| While as gales of the mountain Pm free. 


Some worldlings may toil for the miſery of wealth, 


Thro the maze of coereption and art; L 


s 
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More than riches I value the mind's placid health, 
Than Fame a ſuſceptible heart. | 
For the wretched, tis ia P've a pitiful ſtore, 
Yet I ſhare all my little with glee, | 
- And perchance were I rich I ſhould covet the more, 


Nor as gales of the mountain be-free. 


I'm friendleſs, and ſcarcely am rank'd with mankind, 
Friendſhip ſhrinks from the deſolate heart, 
Misfortune can cancel the bonds of the mind, 
And a tear is a fignal—to part 
I care not !—for Virtue I ever will claim, 
Though Im poor, She's a fortune to me; 
She ſhall ſtill be my friend tho' the world I diſclaim, 


While as gales of the mountain P'm free. 


Though death be a dread to the king-titled ſlave, 
He ſoon muſt experience its blow ; 
While with torture and anguiſh he ſinks to the grave, 
And is laid with a mockery of woe. 
1 forgotten will cheerfully mix with the clod 
That is welcome to Sorrow and me, 
And the primroſe and hare-bell ſhall ſpring on the ſod, 


And the gale of the mountain blow free. 
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Addreſs to a Cottage. 
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Hair, ſacred ſcene of ſimple joy! 
The little ruſtic cottage hail ! 
Such as I oft have chanc'd to ſpy 


In far off ſolitary vale. 


I know thee by thy whiten'd wall, 
Thy lowly roof of warmeſt thatch, 
Thy ſhadowy arm, thy caſement ſmall, 
Thy humble door and ſimple latch. 


I know thee by thy garden neat, 
Where many a uſeful herb is ſeen, 
| Where wall-flowets yield an odour ſweet, 


And woodbines twine with jas'mines green. 


Hail ruſtic 4 f thy nameleſs roof 
Each ſocial virtue oft has known, 

« Of Faith and Love the matebleſs proof,” 
Thy little tenement has ſhewn. 


— — 32 ̃ i:— Ae <a. _ * 
4 — — . * — * K 
1 . N — l 
ia, 46>. _ — — 


[ 4] 
A happy Huſband's calm retreat—— 
For fate has given a partner dear; 
A happy Father's tranquil ſeat 
For beauteous babes are ſmiling there. 


There Peace affords a purer joy 
Than Luxury could cer diſpenſe ; 
There courtly vices ne&er annoy 


The ignorance of Innocence. 


There, if the ſyſtematic ſchool 
No ſophiſt laws for life enact 
To chain the free-born mind to rule 


The native feelings teach to act. 


Affection fills the guileleſs heart, 
Each knows that happineſs is dear, 
And ſimple Nature tries t impart 


That bliſs to every object near. 


Hail ruſtic cot! thy frugal board 
Still may thy happy tenants ſpread, 


Neer may they court the miſer's hoard 


While bleſt with peace and honeſt bread. 


May Virtue ever dwell with thee, 
And Nature's pure ſenſations bleſs, 
May pain ne'er riſe——to agony, 


Nor even pleaſure——to exceſs, 
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Stanzas written at the Approach of Winter. 


Fat and ſad thro? the miſt on the grove's ſickly hue 
The pale fun diffuſes a ſorrowful day, 


A deep boding ſilence pervades the dim view, 


; Ob 

And light feathery clouds the dull heavens array. TYP 
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The hedge-rows deſerted are mournfully till, | 
Where a few yellow leaves linger drooping and ſear ; 
The feeble graſs bends o'er the ſlow-winding rill, 


And each conſcious ſcene mourns the pale cloſeof the year. 


So droop all the objectsꝰ that once we admired, 
So timeleſsly fades life's inconſequent day, 


Thoſe objects that lately ſo ſweetly inſpired, 


As the glories of Nature ſhall vaniſh away. 


Thoſe friendſhips, thoſe loves, thoſe emotions ſo dear, 
That thrill the young mind, and myſteriouſly bleſs, 
On the wing of cold time ſhall ſoon diſappear, 


And leave us the gloom of inactive diſtreſs, 
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fhe rude touch of Art numbs the ſprings of the ſoul, 
And checks the vibration of Sympathy's breaſt, 


Our early affections, exempt from controul, 


How ſoon ſhall cold Apathy's influence arreſt. 


Then obſerve the drear view and contemplate thy doom 
Obſerve its dim gloom, and diſmiſs every tie, 
Tho' now in Youth's ſummer ſome pleaſures may bloom 


Remember that Age, and that Winter are nigh; 
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A poetical Eęuſion, written after a Fourney into North 
Wales. 


| VI Powers unſeen, whoſe pure ærial forms 
Hover oer Cambria's awful mountains hoar 

Who breathe your fury in her raging ſtorms, 
And join your deep yells to the tempeſt's roar, 
Aſſiſt my viſionary ſoul to ſoar 

Once more enraptur'd o'er your proſpects drear ; 
Let each ſenſation warm my heart once more, 

That wont to prompt th' enthuſiaſtic _ 


And raiſe my reſtleſs ſoul when your wild ſcenes were near. 


Sure ye who viewleſs range thoſe proſpects bleſt, 
And ſwiftly glance o'er many a heath-clad hill, 
Sure ye oft animate the glowing breaſt, 
And often warm with many a myſtic thrill 
The pure poetic fancy !——Oh! deign ſtill 
Thoſe high, thoſe ſpeechleſs pleaſures to renew, 


Bid memory trace each ſcene with faithful ſkill, 


| And let Imagination's fervour true, 


F With emphaſis recal each magic mountain view. 
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Tou fill'd a heart which thought all joy deceit 
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In all the tedious intercourſe of life, 


Say, is there aught of bliſs ſublime and high „ 
Amid the fluttering world's unmeaning ſtrife; a 
Say, is there aught to ſoothe or ſatisfy 
The ſoul aſpiring to its kindred ſky ?—— 
No Nature, thou alone can'ſt boaſt the power . 
To reallume the melancholy eye, 
Cheer the dejection of the reſtleſs hour, 


And bid advent'rous thought to trackleſs regions t tower. 


If thou, perchance, bar ever felt the ſmart 
Of unrequited friendſhip, go and ſoothe 


In independence wild thy wearied heart — OS 


The charm of ſolitary pleaſures prove 


Ye who the world's cold ſcorn may ſometimes move 


To curſe mankind !—and ye that doubt and fear, 


Oh! ſee how Nature beams with boundleſs love |— 
The God of Nature ſhall inſtruct you there, 


Diſpel the mental cloud, and flaſh conviction clear. 


And you ye Cambrian hills and vallies ſweet, 


You gave ſuch pleaſure to a wearied mind, 


With unfeign'd rapture, _ with peace refin'd ; 
| G 2 
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| Thanks to your charms and glories unconfin'd | 
Thanks to that God who gave a heart to feel! 
And may your rude ſcenes with an influence kind 
Continue long the wound of care to heal, 


And warm afreſh with joy, Affliction's boſom chill. 


And you, ye ſhadowy ſpirits, that unſeen 
All wildly glance thoſe fabled ſcenes along, 

Whoſe ſolemn voices, oft Night's conſcious queen 
Salute with murmur ſweet, and myſtic "oa ; 
May you for him that raptur'd raves along, 

| Or climbs ſome rock whoſe fork'd peak cleaves the ſcy, 
If chance the powers of verſe to him belong, 

Bid dreams of hallow'd import flutter by, 

And purge from mortal film, his halſ-enlighten'd eye. 


The Melancholy Man. 


e But where a fight ſhall ſhuddering forrew find, 


ad as the ruins of the human mind.” —— Bowl xs, 
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WII means this tumult of thy ſoul, 
Thoſe b words could ne' er deſine; 
Thoſe languid eyes that vacant roll, 
Thoſe cheriſh'd thoughts that inly pine? 
Why doſt thou wildly love to ſtray 
Where dimly gleams the doubtful day, 3 \ 
And all-unconſcious-muſe with penſive pace? 
Or why in lorn dejected mood 
Bend o'er the melancholy flood, 
And with unmeaning gaze the heedleſs current trace ? 
/ 
Ah! why, thou poor, diſtracted Thing! 
Thoſe mutter'd accents, broken, low; 
Thoſe viſionary tears that ſpring 
From unintelli gible woe J 
Why does the roſe that deck'd thy check 
Pab d o'er with care, no more beſpeak 
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The lovely fluſh of life's luxurious morn ? 


Or oꝰer thy ſhrunk, ambiguous face 
Bereft of Youth's untutor'd grace 
Thy locks all wildly hang, neglected and forlorn ? . 
"ON 
Should Eve's meek ſtar with paly eye, j 
Peep lonely o'er the mountain's head, | 
While o'er the blue, tranſlucent ſky . 
: Some feathery clouds are lightly ſpread ; 
Why wilt thou ſeek the ruſhy heath, 
And liſten as the gale's low breath 
Murmurs forlern the moſs-clad waſte along? 
When from the bordering copſe is heard 
The muſic of the night's lone bird, 


Why paſs uncounted hours to liſt her plaintive ſong ? | 


When Cynthia's flood of liquid light 
Pours ſoftly—flvering on the vale, 
And huſh'd by wizzard ſpells of night 
Slumbers the lightly-fluttering gale: 
x What wiſh does all thy ſoul abſorb 
While gazing at the conſcious orb 


VU 9 B 
Thou courb ſt a pale ray to thy burning breaſt? 
Say, longs thy ſoul to wing its flight 
Athwart the vaſt profound of night, 


And in ſome realms unknown to find a little reſt ? 


Why does the tear unbidden ſtart, 
And fi ghs tumultuous wildly ſwell, \. 
Why flutters thy ingenuous heart; 
Thy looks, unſpoken feelings tell; 
If chance beneath thy frngrant feet Eeuueee 
Thou ſee'ſt the lover's Jaft retreat, 
The cold unlovely grave of pale deſpair? | \ 
Why doſt thou drop a feeling tear 
Upon the flowret lurking near, 


And bid it ever droop, a meek memento, there? 


Why with unwonted dalliance yearn ne 89 
O'er this, the laſt reſource of man, | 
And with myſterious longing turn e 

Thy only ſhelter, Worth ! to ſcan ? 
Why doſt thou, to affliction true, 
When April ſheds her chilly dew, 


13 1 
Bend ofer the ſpot, cer peeps the weeping day? 
And when cold eve's unreal gleam \ 
Confounds the gaze in viſual dream, 


Why doſt thou love to hear the curfew die away ? 


Where (monument of paſt delight, 
And truer type of joy's ſhort evign) 
The ruin gleams, and yells affright 
Foreboding death, the witleſs ſwain ; 
Why doſt thou love alone to tread 
| Fragments with ivy overſpread, 
And mark the grey tower half enſhrin'd in trees; 
Or liſten as in vaults beneath, 
From viewleſs forms deep murmurs breathes 


And ſighs on moſſy walls the melancholy breeze? 


Why doſt thou loiter on the beach 
Where peaceful plays the placid wave, 
And often with fantaſtic ſpeech 
To the deaf ocean idly rave; 
Why doſt thou bid the billow bear 


Thy frame unnery'd by fancied care 
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| Why doſt thou view the little ſxiff 


Which flutters near the frowning cliff 


With many an “ aching wiſh,” and impotent defire ? 
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When in the crowded walks of men, 
*Mid feſtive ſcenes thou'rt doom'd to mix 3 
Why with unlucky bias then, 
Thy thoughts on ſome diſaſter fix? 
Why doſt thou ſpurn m mirth, 


And bend unconſcious to the earth, 


ute and unknowing, abſent and unknown ? 


Why doſt thou frown on every ſport, 


And curſe indignant thoſe that court 


The motley phantom joy, on Folly's tinſel throne ? 1928 


And wherefore, when the trump of fame 


Inflames the ſoul to Glory's deed, 


With cynic tongue the effort blame, 
And quaintly mock th ephemeron meed ? 
Why now with miſanthropic eye 
The ſprings of action og try 


To realms more pure, where genial ſouls inſpire? p 
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Thro' the pure medium of eternal truth? 


Nou rais' d above this nether ſphere 


A mere ſpetater judge ſevere, 
Nor child by fears of age, nor. warm'd bo hopes of youth! 


Clean 
Is it becauſe each tie is gone 
That bound thee to this fragile ſtate? * 
Becauſe thou'rt left forlorn, alone, a, : 
No friend to love | no foe to hate? _ 
Has keen Affection often brought f 
The pleaſures of 5 tender thought, 
And is ſuch thought for ever now eue ? 
Say, haſt thou felt an ardent flame 285 
Which not eternity could tame, 
And are its joys expir'd, and all its vigour left? 
HE 


Has Fancy to thy madden'd gaze 
Diſplay'd th elhſſum of bliſe, 
Say, did her ſecret wonders raiſe 
A wiſh for happier worlds than this? 
And is the wanton fairy gone, 


And left thee chill d to conſcious ſtone, © 


ut 
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At this cold proſpect of unmeaning care? 
And is Hope's luſtre fled afar, 
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ch; Nor haply from her pilot ſtar 


>?! 


leams one congenial ray, repellent of deſpair ? 
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Is it becauſe thou lov'dſt mankind 
With ardour warm angels feel, 
And did they ſpurn thy generous mind, 
And wanton wound—nor wiſh to heal ? 
— cauſes dark as theſe have wrought 
The puzzling wreck of ſplendid thought, 
| weep |——yet curſe rate 8 indiſcriminate 10d 
I aſk why miſcreants live content, : 
þ While Ruin's ruthleſs rage has bent! 
HE MAN OF GENUINE WORTH, © Tun b Won 
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reer h EILIEICIEI IEICE EIS: 
The Slave.—An Ode. 7 
— | 
Poor Slave! Mitfortune's harraſs'd child ! 
Who liv'ſt to weep, and breath'ſt to ſigh, 
Oh thou from every friend exil'd, 


And hid from Pity's melting eye! 


Say, when at morning's joyleſs call, | 
Thy daily toil thou goeſt to bide, 
To writhe in Slavery's hated thrall, 


To wound: of Wealth, and threats of Pride! 


Say, doſt thou know unfriended Thing 
That thouſands glittering, gay, and vain, 


Diſporting ſcud aloof on ſilken wing 7 


And doſt thou know that they like thee are men? 
Art thou aware while plung'd in grief's abyſs, 


That Rapture gilds Their houts, add life for them is bliſs ? 


Oh no! thou know'ſt it not for thee 


Poor wretch ! 'tis one to live and pine 
For who is bleſt that is nor free? 


And chains alas! are ever thine ! 
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Methinks I ſee thy hollow eye, 


Thy pleading look, thy geſtures meek, 
Methinks J mark thy ſtruggling ſigh, | 
Ihe big round tear that ſcalds thy cheek. 


Thy wearkiing hands their force forget, 
The faint drops courſe thy feeble frame, 
I maik the pang of Death !—thine eye is fet—— 
From thy parch'd lips thels lateſt murmurs came 
Yes! ik o'er—thy griefs have had their ſcope, 
And oer thy dying face I mark'd a gleam of hope. 


Come round the corſe, ye hard ambitious Great ! 
Come round the corſe, ye puny ſons of Pride ! 
Whoe'er ye are that loll in odious ſtate, 


Come look on him who toil'd, who wept, and died! 


| His cruel ſcars, his ſhatter'd joints behold, 
Ye roſy—ſeatur'd ſons of ſilken Sloth! 
8? Obſerve your waxen limbs, your robes of gold, 


Then ſeek the marks of Brothe rhood in both ! 


If I miſtake not 'Traitors ! much ye bluſ 


Raſh violators of eternal right ! 
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May the dark deed confound ye, may it cruſh | «+ 


The monſtrous tranſports of infulting Might | 
Oh may you melting view an injur'd fave! 


BE FREEDOM CRADLED IN 4 BonDMAN's GRAVEI 


S$tanzas, written by Ulfwater, Cumberland, 


CPS. 


| Fair lake I matk thine ample tide, ; 
Thy criſped ſurface clear and blue; 
I mark the groves that fringe thy ſide 
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Reflected in thy mirror His: 


I mark yon grey rocks rudely wild, | 
That nod dupendous o'er the vale, 
I feel the breezes warm and mild 


That haſte to fill yon ſilken ſail. 


I fee the tranſient ſhadow paſs 
Along thy variegated hills, 
And while they lave the margin graſs, 


hear thy ſweetly murmuring rills. 


I hear the mellow-melting horn, 
While Echo ſwells each languld cloſe, 


On every breeze is muſic borne! 


On every object beauty glows! 
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Welcome the wild tumultuous thrill! e. 
Hail, child of Nature, fond alarm! | The 
To me this figh is pleaſing ill, | 1 5 
To me this tear 1 many a charm. Fd Fe - 


But yet I wiſh—thou how ring ſigh, 


But yet I wiſh—thou glowing tear, 


I wiſh—and yet I ſcarce know why 


That when you riſe a friend were near. 
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The ſollowing Por was writcen with intention to trace the poſſüble effect 
of the prefent abuſes of the ſocial ſyſtem, on a Youth more accuſtomed to 
feel than reaſen; who is doom'd, when his ſentiments had been raiſed to 
a high toned enthuſiaſm, by contemplating the wildeſt features of Nature, 
through the magnifying medium of fenſiblity, to view, not only the effects 
of the ſelſiſh principle in others, but to feel himſelf its unfortunate victim. 
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To raiſe from infamy a blaſted name, 


To give to One, whoſe virtues felt on earth 


2 


The hopeleſs meed of cold, neglect, and ſhame, 


{While Vice can ſwell the venal trump of Fame) 


A humble tribute pure Be Pity's taſk 
And tho” no Muſe my artleſs numbers frame, 
The ſurer aid of holy Truth I aſk, 


To ſnatch from virtuous Woe, Opinion's treach'rous maſk, 
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And thou whoſe fate this uncouth verſe would ſhew, 
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Oh! lend a while dear ſbade the feeling warm, 
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Impart that ſiner ſenſe of ſoul that knew 
To paint in Truth's bright hues, th' ideal form 
1 
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That flits ſo ſwiftly with impe ( uous charm. — 

For ſure, tho cold, in filent 4uſt thou'rt laid, 

That ſoul refin'd which felt each quick alarm, 
Slumbers wot ſenſeleſs on the grave's dull bed; 


But ſoars where erſt on earth its glowing raptures led. 


Oſwald, (for Oſwald's fate demands the ſong) 
Where firſt he enter'd life's delicious morn, 
Saw Hope entice each ſmiling hour along, 
And pluck'd the 1oſe of Joy without its thorn ; 
For him, by Fancy's flattering pencil drawn 
Would countleſs charms awaken ſweet ſurprize, 
And oft by thought enthuſiaſtic borne, 
His glowing ſoul on Ardour's Jing would rife 


To ſnatch each finite bliſs compleated in the ſkies. 


The love of Nature warm'd his youthſul breaſt, 
Her varying forms his varying paſſions thrill'd; 
Her rudeſt ſcenes, when peace was Oſwald's gueſt, 
His muſing mind with high amazement ſill'd: 
And oh ! what joy her talker charms could yield; 

What perfect calm inſpir'd the thought ſerenc, 


As on he wanders thro' the fertile field, 
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Where ſmiling plenty crowns the glowing ſcene, 


And radient ſummer ſuns © diffuſe their dazzling ſheen.” 


Methinks I ſee kim while the IDE morn 
O'er erery object throws her laſt rous grace, 
Far from the town's diſguſting din withdrawn, 
With happy heart and animated face 


The wildeſt features of the landſcape trace 


Now up the breezy hill he loves to go 
Where fragrant wild flowers peep with pearly face, 
And curling grey miſts ſilent ſail and flow 
Half-hiding many a hill that ſkirts the ſcene below. 


The riſing ſun now darts his vermeil 1ay 
And feebly gilds the hill's enamell'd brow, 
Now on the hangin grove, whence many a lay 
Hails the freſh morn, Aurora's bluſhes Wan 
The curling miſts diſpelling quickly, now 
The beauties of the landſcape burſt to ſigut 
Unnumber'd ſtreams with living waters flow, 
The diſtant mountain ſhews its azure height, 


The tuneful woods and meads with morning's ſmiles are bright. 


I 2 


C Þ I] 


CalPd to freſh life, with ſongs that pierce the fcies 


Glad nature hails the vivifying ray, 
And countleſs melodies of rapture riſe, — 
The pipe's Qbrill tones,— the ſ{ky-lark's matin lay, 
'The blooming milk-maid's artleſs air ſo gay, 
The hum of riv'lets murmuring all around, 
The claus gales that fan the infant day, 


Low-whiſpering in the grove, unbid rebound, 


Pure oriſons of joy in many a choral ſound. 


And when the proud Sun, from his flaming car, 
Beams on the world with wide extended blaze, 
Would youthful Oſwald wander from afar 


As o'er the world of waters dazzling plays 


His living luſtre. While his glittering rays 

Dance on the clear blue wave with trem'lous light, 
And o er the occan wanton zephyr ſtrays, 

He'd watch the little bark with ſail ſo white, 


Faint in the horizon dim, ſcarce trembling to the ſight. 


Cr as the meek and dubious hues of eve 
The landſcape veil'd to make it charm the more, 
Would Oſwald loiter where the lonely wave 


With liſtleſs murmur lingers on the ſhore; 


E M1 
And oft he'd hearken as the diſtant oar N 
Is far and faintly heard, with liquid ſound, 
While twilight's thick' ning Grades ſteal ſoftly o'er, 


And-ſcarce the faintly mark'd horizon. round 


The tender beauteous bluſh of parting day is found. 


Now thro? the duſk the white fail gently gleams, 
The diſtant coaſt is ſinking from the fight, 

Tac little planet ſcarcely-twinkling beams, 
And from ſome rugged promontory's height, 

The lonely beacon caſts a trembling light. 

Each object dies When lo] a globe of fire, 

The crimſon RS. ſteals on the vault of night | 

From the dark wave—then ſlowly mounting higher, 


She faintly gilds the main as day's laſt tints expire. 


Now her ſoft beams on every object play, 

And brightly-mutable the wave along, 
Trembles her pale and ſorrow-ſoothing y 

And now yon wild impending woods among 
Some melancholy plaint or myſtic ſong 

Would ſweetly linger on * the night's dull ears” 


For haunts like theſe to fairy forms belong, 
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Whoſe magic notes, when no rude foot is near, 


Aſpire on viewleſs gales to many a tuneful ſphere. 


Such ſcenes as theſe could give the peaceful thought, 
And with an holy calm his boſom fill, 

Yet other proſpects oft th' enthuſiaſt ſought, 
Whoſe 18 grandeur woke the . g thrill, 

Where forms of Terrour half appalPd the will :— 
Oft would he climb ſome ſolitary tower 

PiP'd on the hanging cliff's rude point, —uand ſtill 
As the winds rave, and ſullen tempeſls lower, 


He'd call up phantoms, dire of melancholy power. 


The ſulph'rous cloud rolls filent at his feet, 
Fancy alone, the ſcene beneath can know, 
Where rude and loud * reſtleſs billows beat, 

Daſhing the rocks that tremble as they flow. 


The wintry winds in guſts reſiſtleſs blow, 


The ruin totters, fragments hugely rude 
Swept by the bleak blaſts' fury leap below, 
And as they madly plunge th' infuriate flood, 


Danger awaking ſcowls with Fear's infernal brood. 
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Nor would the night reſtrain his feet to ſeek 


The dizzy height, when thro” the black'ning cloud 
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The moon's chill beams at ſhort intervals break, 
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And tempeſts howl, and billows ſob aloud: 


| He'd climb where lonely frowns the ruin proud, 
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And while the walls among the wild winds roar, 
Sometimes a ſudden ray its grey towers ſle wd 
Then pitchy clouds the pale orb failing o'er 


From night's tempeſtuous ſky ſhe fades to ſhine no more. 


| And when the moon was gone from mortal eye, 
He'd often watch the light'nings livid flame 
Dart ſwiftly through the horrour-troubled yi 


Now with reſounding groan the thunder came 


To ſhake Creation's univerſal frame; 
The deep winds dully pauſe,—the big waves ſwell 

Their ſilent heads,---Stillneſs, whoſe terrors ſhame 
The direſt ſounds, with. thickeſt night would dwell, 


And Nature ſhrouds her face in deepeſt ſhades of hell, 


Then would he cherifh the untutor'd dream 
Of waking fancy,---then the magic tale 
Fraught with black circumſtance would be his theme; 


The unexplor'd, the dark myſterious cell, 


[ 41] 
The haunted hall The thought-ſuſpending yel., 
From dun bungen, deep where ſheeted ſpectres reign, 
The wondrous magic of the potent ſpell, 
The dying groan, the ſullen clanking chain, 


And pale blue quiv'ring lamp that lights the dull domain. 


The phantoms fly,---the ſhades of night 3 o'er, 
And the grey dawn and other thoughts ſucceed; 
Thro” breaking clouds he kens us diſtant ſhore, 
Where the huge billow curls its ſoamy head. 
Or while the clouds departing, darkly ſhade 
The melancholy main, * he eyes 
The white waves breaking on their troubled bed, 
As with impetuous force they madly riſe, 


And furious fling their 9 amid tempeſtuous ſkies. 


Thus varying ſcenes 1 feelings thrill'd, 
Thus every paſſion nurs'd by nature mild, 
With warmeſt, energy his boſom fill'd 
Now would he prove a calm, ſerene and mild 
Now would his heart, by ſympathy beguil'd, 
In tendereſt pity melt,—the tear would flow; 


Then leaving every ſcene where beauty ſmil'd, 
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Where wildeſt forms are ſeen he'd love to go, 


And court the phrenſied trance, and wake the throb of woe, 


Yet cho his mi the charms of nature felt, 
Still more he loy'd each a feeling ear, 

In his 3 warm affection dwelt, 
And Virtue found a fure aſylum. there : 

Oft Gould he anxious wipe the falling tear 


From Grief 8 pale cheeks — at the face of Joy 


His heart would kat in wild atone 


Would oft his fondly-cheriſh'd hopes annoy, 1 c 
let ſoon would Fancy's fire her wizard ſpell deſtroy. 


und well he knew to feel the glow of love, 
(That beſt chen of the youthful ſoul) 
cares, its hopes, its fears, he oft would prove 
In tides alternate thro? his breaſt to roll. 

oft would the impaſſion'd look defy controul, 
Oft would „ fuſh his glowing cheek, 
ſhen beauty's form o'er all his ſenſes ſtole, 
Sometimes with penſive luſtre chaſtely meek, 


ow bright as the orient beam when day's warm bluſhes break. 
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And oft Religion's holy ardour bore, 

His foul refin'd to ſcenes where all are bleſt ; 
Fe There,” would he ſay, * the wretch ſhall ſigh no more, 
There ſhall the weary find a welcome reſt; 
There ſhall that Being who directs us beſt, 

For ever bleſt with inexpreſſive joy, | 
The virtuous effort. Worth below oppreſt — 

There bliſs ſhall ever gliſten in the eye 


And Gratitude be mute, o'ercome with ecſtacy,” 


Such thoughts could animate thy uſeful hours, 
Such joys thy boſom ance could prove full well, 
Oh thou ! whoſe heaven-taught intellectual powers 
Weaken'd by woes—depreſt by arts of hell 5 
From Glory's height, to Ruin's abyſs fell! 


Thou once wert happy but how ſoon *twas ver! | 
Hope once was thine—ſhe bade a long farewel !_ 

Till unaſſiſted on Misfortune's ſhore 
Thy little bark was wreck'd, was wreck'd—to riſe no mor 
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PART IL 
On thou, MosT Hicn, who gavſt us being heres 
Sure thou defign'dft thoſe feelings of the ſoul, ; 

The focial wiſh, the ſoft affection dear, 

Religion's holy ardour, to controul 
Deſpair's keen pangs, whin Grief's wild billows roll : 

Charms'to the native mind with comfort fraught, 
That mind were ſurely giveri to tonfole — 

Let execration Wait the art that taught 


To weave the ſophiſt web, and chill the excairfivg choughts 


Ofwald looked forward to delight on earth, 
(For ſure a well ſpent life delight ſhould give) 
And Hope, which calls each pleaſing thought to birth; 
Whiſper'd his truſting ſoul that he ſhould live 
In happier ſcenes eternal; to receive 
The immortal recompenſe of virtuous deed ; 
Yet when he ſaw Worth, unprotecded ſtrive 
Wich Infolence and Wealth, his heart would bleed 
To view the poor man fall, goed none to intercedo. 
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Till late he'd wander d in the lonely ſcene, 
Far from the impure, the unhallow'd haunts of man, 
And now his ſoul which prov'd each feeling keen, 
Would oft with ſhuddering indignation ſcan 
The 4 abuſes of the ſocial plan l- 
(Social miſnam' 4 unſocial, ſelfiſh, 'baſe 1 
And oft che keen throb thro each fibre ran 


As he beheld the enſanguin'd Tyrant chaſe, 
His helpleſs, hapleſs equals of the human race. 


«© Where are the ties of fellowſhip and love? 
Where is the wiſh that ought to bind in one, 


The brother race ?!——Whom hopes congenial move, 


Who equal moral powers and feelings own, 
Whom kindred pains and pleaſure oft have ſhewn 

An equal ſhare of comfort form'd to feel 
Why do the . rich alone 

Engroſs kind Nature's gifts, whoſe looks conceal 
The dark tyrannic thought, the harden'd heart of ſteel? 


The wretch that baſks in Fortune's fav'ring ſmile, 


Jet breathes contagion on the ſcene around, 
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Shall he be bleſt with peace, and Worth, the while 


Feel the keen anguiſh of Misfortune's wound 2 
Has partial Heaven beſtow'd the teeming croand” 
And luſcious fruits, to bleſs the little great, 4d 

While all the reſt in galling ſlavery Wit 
2 Contraſt as foils th' inſulting pomp of ſtate, 95 
And kiſs the tyrant hand that deals the carſe öf- 8 
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Yes, ſo it is l and man, whoſe boundleſs lore 


Embraces worlds, ——whoſe energies of mind 


Can ſcale the ſkies, —omnipotent can prove N 
Man ſinks to hapleſs impotence refign'd 1 N 
He ever eveeps—who feels the ſmile refin'd {41014 3 17 
He who can love —indulges hate and Iuft! N 
He who to help his brother was deſign'd, {4 mnootW 


Unfeeling treads that brother in the duſt ! 5 x 
The foul that muſic thrills —the fhrieks of War's diſeaft! 
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His breaſt with ſadd' ning diſappointment torn, , 


Oſwald ſurvey'd the dark myſterious ſcene, 


And hot alone; alas | he learns to mourn 


In public life theſe rude e diſaſters keen. 7 
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His Friend (for friendſhip's balmy joy ſerene, 

He fondly thought would ſoothe his wearied heart) 
With whom he'd ſhar'd and ſoften'd every pain, 


Corrupted by the world, with felfiſh art, 
Of baſe Ingratitude, inflicts the deadly ſmart. 


And Love, that ought to bind the wound of care, 


She frowns——and Ofwald's heart was doom d t bleed, 
He prov'd that Worth can ne'er avert Deſpair, 
N He prov'd that Virtue's voice in vain muſt plead, 
If Wealth, her ſubſtitute, lend not het aid! | 
Thus, all his beſt and firſt afettions croſs'd, 
Deſerted, curs'd by Honefly and Need, 
He funk on life's rough ocean, rudely toſs'd, 


No ſtar of joy to guide—and Hope's firm anchor loft. 


Yet ſtill on this tempeſtuous ſcene of woe, 


A ray of comfort darting from above, 


Would to his ſoul a tranſient calm beſtow : 
Religion's joys his boſom ſtill could do. 

And oft as faith and reſignation move 

The thought harmonious —he would ill forget 


(Soaring to heaven on the wings of Love) 
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$ For other joys are mine, and peace my portion yet” 
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Thus thro? the cloud of Sorrow and Diſtreſs, 
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A feebly ſoothing beam would ſometimes dart, 
To charm the memory of loſt happineſs, 
That ever rankled in his weary heart. 
But ſoon alas! the Sophiſt's deadly art, 
| Chilld each remaining faculty of mind. 
| Doubt and Deſpair each baking comfort — 
That Miſery's fell train had left behind: 


* 


46 The chaos dark to cheer” no lenient laſtre ſhim d. 7 


| Hope, ſweet Conſoler of the troubled breaſt 1 
Who ſmil'ſt ſerenely mid each threat ning ſtorm ! 
When thou, alas ! no longer art our gueſt, 
Where mall we ſhelter from each rude alarm, 
Doom'd all our moral vigour to diſarm. 
Ah, where could Oſwald fly !—He'd loſt thy ray 
He'd loſt of life each viſionary charm. 
And nought appear'd in Fate's dejecting way, 
But whelming floods of grief, and clouds of dark diſmay. 
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For much he ſcorn'd to uſe each meaner art 
To bribe the uncertain voice of partial Fame, 
And much he ſcorn'd, with avaritious heart 
| To ſeek for honour in the path of ſhame. — 
To enroll mid worldlings baſe his tainted name : — 
Thus, in his ſoul with dreams romantic fraught, 
«& Chill Penury” repreſs'd the rapturous flame, h 
And ſceptic Doubt, and check'd Affection brought, 


While Vice can bathe in bliſs, to him the freezing thought. 


As when the tempeſt raging from afar, 
Wages, reſiſtleſs, thro? the affrighted vale 
An elementary, diſaſtrous war !S— _ 
And clouds oer clouds in wild diſorder fail. 
If chance a violet low, or primroſe pale, 
Spring where the river's foamy waters riſe, 
It yields o'erpower'd ;-—while the wintry gale, 
And beating waves the ſtubborn oak defies, 
And in contemptuous pomp, ſpreads proudly to the ſkies. 


So mid ſurrounding ſtorms and tempeſt dire, 


The impending ruin, Wealth and Power can mock, 


up 


While borne by crouching miriads they aſpire 
Like Gods to brave een Death's infuriate ſhocks 
And frown inſulting as the ſcowling rock; 
Yet ſenſate Virtue yields to Fortune's ſpell,  - 
And every fiend of fate is dopm'd to unlock 
| RefleRtion's ſecret phantom-teeming cell, 


To wake the mental ſtorm, and fink the ſoul to hell. 


So Oſwald (he who lately cold nies 
The cenie Mg olarm. of Nature's e alows, 
He, who while genius gliſten'd in his eye, 
Could ſweetly wander with the inſpiring muſe :) 
Is doom'd to feel till overwhelm'd with woes, 
He finks in ſullen impotence of mind: 
In vain the morn diſplays her roſeate hues, 
In vain the meek eve ich the charm refin'd, 


Ofwald is doom'd in each 2 ceaſcleſs blank to find. 


Is this thy boaſt oh Vice! thus to haye ſpoibd | 
With enervating art the Good and Great ? 

Shall Doubt triumphant, (every hope exil'd) 
Blacken with deadly hues the page of Fate, 

L. 
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Nor the worn victim Pity's throb await ? 
Oh no! the venial error ſhould we blame 


Compaſſion's tear ſhall rue the mournful ſtate, 


While undiſguis'd Religion ſhall diſclaim 


The abuſes of her power, the deeds that blur her name. 


The phariſaic cant—from perjur'd lips, 
Creeds of Gilration—from A faithleſs ſaint, 
From him who ne'er one moral maxim keeps 
The penitential rule, and proverb quaint : 
Men, with the goſpel's peaceful tidings ſent 


Are only laviſh in damnation's threat , 


Thus, while Religion's prankt in pomp and pain, 
Her votaries Virtue's baniſt'd claims forget, 


And ſhe appears at beſt, a 7in/e/ toy of fate. 


Poor Oſwald wand'ring from the diſtant vale, 
Beheld the chaos of the moral plan; 

cc If Error thus” ſaid he, muſt ſtill prevail. 
If man muſt ever be the dupe of man,— 

Oh! let me ceaſe the diſmal ſcene to ſcan ! 


For I can ne'er avail to check the tide 


Oi Luxury and Woe; —ſince I began 


T1 


To tread the buſy path, fell Ruin wide „ 


O'er every rueful view, and ravag'd ſcene I've ſpied.” 


My friend is gone|—my heart's fond wiſh is o'er! 
Unheeded Poverty (Opinion's ſhame) 

With patience meek my harraſs d boſom bore !— 
Oft have I felt the inſulting threat of . 

From Wealth inflated with the blaſt of Fame !— 
But now &en Hope's ſuſtaining arm is gone, 

(Virtue's a farce, Religion's but a name) | 
And ſad I rove ankeedes and alone, 


While Heav'n's averted ear is deafen'd to my moan.” 


Then what avails it {till to linger here, 


Chill'd by the blaſting gaze of fell Deſpair, 


— >. 


If I could dry a Brother's falling tear, 


Or bid the glow of Hope, the ſportive air, 
Once more adorn the fading form of Care, 
Still might I pine in Life's myſterious round! 


But no | it cannot be | Truth ſkall declare 


That joy once loſt ſhall ne'er again be found. 


Peace is the child of Death, — Oblivion ſeals his wound!“ 
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Then didſt thou triumph, Vice | for Oſwald fell! 

Inſects of Pride, ephemeron flutters bluſn! 
Deſpis'd, dejected, wrong'd by arts of hell, 
| Misfortune's weight could virtuous Oſwald cruſh 1 
And you, mean white, ſatanic joys can fluſh, 

Proud in the impious pomp of wealth and fin — 
And while on Glory's car 5 madly ruſh 

Terrific ſuicide with weapon 1 


Pierc'd deep that virtuous heart, that ſoul - expreſſing mien. 


And now eonſign'd to obloquy and ſcorn, 
Oſwald's condemn'd to Fate's oblivious gloom, 
And ſcarce the twiſted twig, or turf forlorn 
Betray to Pity's eye his nameleſs tomb. 
Yet ſure more proud his mtu doom, 
Than that which waits Deception's ſouleſs ſlave, 
Pd abe fade wich Virtue's timid bloom, 
Droop like the violet o'er an unknown grave, 


Than with the weeds of Vice in wide luxuriance wave. 


And oh! the feelings of indignant Worth, 
Muſt e' er, alas ! be diſappointed here, 
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Here, Virtue unadorn'd with wealth and birth, 


Shall find no friend Life's dreary road to cheer, 


No ſocial ſmile to ſoothe its toils ſevere :—— 
Religion, thou the ſureſt * below, 

Thy charms diſguis'd ſuch ſullen aſpect wear, 
That gen the wretch that lies 8 in woe, 


To aſk thy ſovereign aid, is doubtful where to go. 


Oh ! may the TRE that veil the hel world 

Be ſwift diſpel d by Truth's reſiſtleſs day 
May Liberty's high ſtandard be unfurl'd, | 

And may mankind with one conſent ales : 
The Rule of Reaſon, not the uncertain ſway 

Of aw power !---May they gladly join 


To hail Benevolence, thy genial ray 


Then, if perchance another Oſwald ſhine, 


9 


That Worth that prov'd a curſe the world ſhall deem divine, 
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The following Poems were compoſed after the ether Pieces avere ſent 
| to Preſs. 


SONNET, 
Written Iſt of May, 1795. 


— 


"Tis May t—once more the laughing meads rejoices 
Once more the ſalutary zephyrs play, 
Once more the grove's gay tenants tune their voice 


To hail the luſtre of the vernal day 


The quiv'ring wave in gay meander flows, 
The filken inſect ſkims the filver ſtream, 
The azure violet, and the pale primroſe, 


On every green bank negligently gleam. 


Brighter the luſtre of the glowing ſkies, 
And brighter ſtill as noon-tide hours advance, 
The painted landſcape beams with deeper dies, 
And rays more potent thro” light æther glance. 
But what, alas! avails the jocund day 


To uniform diſtreſs, tis never May! 
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SONNE x., 


Written early in the Morning, 


* 
A — 


* 


Come morning gleam and linger on my breaſt ! 
Come early gale and pour thy od'rous wealth! 
And oh! bring Peace! a long forgotten gueſt, 


Ye ſubtle miniſters of mental health ! 


Go ſallow Care! nor Nature's ſcenes prophane 
With the blank aſpect of thy ſombre eye: T 
Ah go and torture the unhallow'd train, 


Who ſunk in deep repoſe ſupinely lie. 


Pll own thee not- for Fortune's gifts I ſcorn, 
And pitying view the puny aims of Pride; 

Give me the luſtre of the glowing morn, 
Give Nature's charms I care for nought beſide |! 

Come then ſoft zephyr, come thou orient ray, 


Come, and forebode at leaſt, —one peaceful day. 
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| Al 
Dirge, occaſioned by an Infant's Death. | =. 
| | —C — | = An 
TIE fluttering gale has ſunk to'reft, © 1 
The ſloping ſun- beams feebly glow, 
Such zephyrs breathe as ſoothe the breaſt, An 
Such radiance pours as ſoftens woe. | 1 
| (Fo 
The languid notes of loneſome bird, | * 
From yonder coppice ſweetly wind, | 
And thro” the ſcene are faintly heard I m 
Sounds that are "LEM to the mind. FE E 
The 
As flow my vagrant feet advance I 
Thro' ſhadowy evening's fav'rite gloom, 
Mine eyes peruſe with vacant glance | Im 
An infant's ſolitary tomb. | | | F 
Pe 
Twas ſimple ! yet the green ſod there, | 0 
That ſeem'd to court no ſtranger's eye, 
Than marble——claim'd a endete tear !\— | | | An 


Than ſculpture——moy'd a ſofter ſigh ! 


1 4 — 
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A lonely primroſe rais'd its head, | | 8 bi 


And here and there pale violets ſwell, 


And if no venal tears were ſhed, 


From many a flower the dew-drop fell. 


And Pity there was often ſeen ol 
To prompt the nameleſs Pilgrim's ſighs, 
(For Pity loves to haunt the ſcene, 


Where Grief is ſtript of Art's diſguiſe ) 


I mark'd the ſpot |! 


and felt my ſoul 
Enwrapp'd in Sourow's ſofteſt mood; 
The penſive ſhade that o'er me ſtole, | 
It could 100 lightly be withſtood. 


1 mark'd the ſpot——and thought how ſoon 
Each earthly bleſling is refign'd'! 
Een then I ſaw life's deareſt boon | 


Conſign'd to duſt——to death conſign'd! 


And while a patent's hopes and fears, 
To fabling Fancy Ds 


* 1 


And while a parent's anxious tears, E 
Theſe accents negligently fell. 

Thou little tenant of the grave, T 
e Sleep on, untouch'd by mortal ſtrife, 

* Unknown the cares that man muſt brave, Al 
“The ills, that only end with life 

cc Of eager hope, unconſcious thou, 8 : At 
& Unconſcious thou of grief's extreme, 

* To thee——an everlafling now! — * 
&« To thee—a ſleep without a dream 

de Sleep on, poor child !—a fellow worm, E: 
© Who's prov'd for thee life's joy and care, 

de Would fain forego the uſeleſs term, ä It 
“He's taſted life and death's his prayer. 

te To thee, poor child ! cer grief is brought | E 


er To vex thy ſoul, oblivion's given 
« Oh! if the grave could boaſt of thought, 


Tar eaſtern hill and waving wood 
Have caught the morning's golden glance; 
Along the undulating flood 5 

The orient ſun-beams quivering dance. 


Athwart the azure track of ſky 

A living radiance lightly ſpreads, 
While every gale that flutters by 

A balmy perfume mildly ſheds: 


Each tree at yeſter-noon that bow'd, 
And ficken'd at the N blaze; | 
Its branches ſpreads in foliage proud, 
And waving hails the morning's rays: 
Each ſimple flower that clog'd its eye, 
| Sh ſhrunk from dull night's wizard ſhade, 


Aſſumes a warmer, livelier die, 


And lovelier gems * glade. 
4 2 
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Thus beauteous are the ſcenes of morn |— 
Thus does each new-born object As — 
Young health in every breeze is borne, 


And ſongs of bliſs for ever flow. 


But oh ! how tranfient was the view | 
I hail'd the breeze, and ſmiling hail'd ; 
I mark'd the ſcene when all withdrew, 


And ſtormy clouds the morning veil'd. 


The vex'd ſea raves, — the foreſts bend, 
A ſullen darkneſs clouds the air 
* Unwelcome rains, and fleet deſcend, 


The ſcene's a mirror of Deſpair ! 


The ſimple flower that gem'd the glade, 
And op'd at morn its dewy eye, 

Shrinks from the tempeſts that invade, 
And bends its fairy ſtalk— to die 


Ah little flower! the cruel blaſt 


Has rob'd thy ſweets—no more to cheer — 


By 
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11 
And as thy leaves on earth are caſt, 


1 mark thy fate—and drop a tear. 


For when thy ravag'd beauties droop'd, 
Reflection caught the feeling warm 
Pen ſo fair Edwin feebly ſtoop d 


To cruel Fate's unſparing ſtorm. 


He op'd, like thee, his infant eye, 
To meet the morning's gladſome ray, 
His charms with thine, ſweet flower! could vie 


As pure, as innocent, as gay 


And Hope would gliſten at his miith, 
And point the parent's tender kiſs, 
And Virtue thought on future worth, 


And Fancy painted future bliſt. 


But ſhort is life's deluſive reſt, 
And ſhort is Fancy's airy dream; 
And even Virtue ſeem'd unbleſi, 


To loſe her faireſt, fondeſt theme. 
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For Edwin died . lane of life 
He little knew, alas ! to brave, 
He ſhrinking felt the noxious ſtrife, | 
And clog his morn—in yonder grave | 


But ye that mourn the darling boy, 
And faithful wet his infant clay, 
Oh think what ſorrows life annoy ! 


And bleſs the hour that ſnatch'd away. 


The plant that ſhrinks in life's firſt morn, 
To me more bleſt, than thoſe that wage 
A war with fate, and ſtrive forlorn 


To proudly boaſt a flormy age. 


Elegy writien on a Sunday Morning. 


Tnou be auteous landſcape, and thou azure * 
Thou early zephyr, and thou orient ray, 
Ye fairy flowers that meet my gladden'd eye, 
; Ye notes of bliſs that bail the vernal day; 


I fcel ye melt my heart, and prompt the tear, 
The grateful tear that charms like theſe are given, 
| Far from my ſoul ye chace each thought ſevere, 


And fwift tranſport it to the God of heaven, 


Creation ſmiles, and man ſhall alſo ſmile, : 
But ah! the ſmile muſt Rill be mix'd with pain, 
To think what thouſands in this mortal coil | 


Behold theſe glories, and behold in vain. 


To think how man with cold perverted heart, 
Slights thoſe impreſſions thar enſure his health, 
Leaves Nature's charms and ſeeks the pomp of Art, 


| Leaves ſecret bliſs, for cold apparent wealth, 


Creation's all-ſufficient volume leaves 


Where goodneſs burſts, and ſmiles at every page, 


T0 
The web of ſophiſtry degraded weaves, 
And lights the torch of irreligiaus rage. 


Exchanging ou. felt goodneſs for a * 
And madly blind, they nature's charms 1 


But be it mine, th extenſive book to read, 


Nor poorly vain, the kmple page . ume, * 


Let m me nor heed th' enthuſiaſtic whine, 
Nor fondly liſten to each weak pretence, 
Nor idly buſy, trifle, to define 
The monkiſh ſaw, where _ has baniſh'd A. 


Let me, while others ſkulk to drowſy cell, 
Mope o'er their book, or bend their thoughtleſs way 
At childiſh ſummons of th' accuſtom'd bell, 


With every vacant wiſh, but wiſh—t pray, 


| Caſt oer ſome boundleſs view my ſwimming eyes, 
Or rove the mountain's head, the ſandy beach, 

And while my ſoul in gratitude ſhall riſe, = 
Spurn at the ideot aid of prompted ſpeech. 
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Stanzas on ſeeing. a Maniac. 


THrosz geſtutes ſo wild and forlorn, 
| Thoſe looks uninform'd by the ſoul, 


Thoſe wrinkles expreſſive of ſcorn, . , ee 


Thoſe eye- balls that vacantly roll. 


Thoſe garments that negligent hang, | 
That pace ſo unequal and flow, 
They tell of a paſt ſuffer d pang, 


Yet of feelings now callous to woe. 


Thoſe ſighs that ſo piteouſly ſwell, 
Heave a breaſt all unconſcious of ſtrife 3 
Thoſe tears that unwittingly fell, 


They drain not the ſluices of life. 


That boſom expoſed and bare, 
It ſolicits the pitileſs blaſt; 
That form unprotected by care, 
On the cold earth is men caſt. 
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Yet that form ſo neglected and wan, 
Which no friend ſhall aſſiduouſſy nurſe, 


It forgets that its title is 


7 
man! 
W 


And cancels humanity's curſe! 


Poor Maniac 11 envy thy ſtate, 
When haply with ſorrow I ſhrink, 

When ſhall we be wiſe and forget, 
For *tis madneſs to feel and to think. 


Theſe throbs of emotion tis true, 
They appear all enchanting and fair, 


But how ſoon muſt we pitiouſly rue 


That the charm was in league with deſpair. 


And Hope, that diſeaſe of the mind, 


Which prompts the young breaſt to expect; 


Alas ! what a change ſhall it find, 
When it cooly begins to reflect. 


What a change ſhall it find ! when in youth 
The credulous feelings can bleſs—— 
We wiſh——and imagine it truth! 
We dream——and believe we poſleſs l 
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But the tears that voluptuouſly ſtart, 


— 


The charm of th unſpeakable ſigh, 
The rapture that ſeizes the heart 
| Yor 


When a kindred companion is nigh, 


Th' immortal deſires of Worth. ef) Vega 
Are feelings all fruitleſsly given ! | 
Theſe feelings muſt periſh on earth, 
And they ſcarcely are fabled — | 


Then knowledge and reaſon adieu! 
To are impotent, treacherous, and vain, 
We're inform'd of enjoyment by you, 
But you never aſſiſt to obfain? 
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Inſcription for the Grotto of a Friend, 


Tas tranquil Maſter of this ſmall domain, 
Caſt o'er Creation his enquiring gaze 
In queſt of Peace he view'd the ſimple plain, 
He view'd the palace proud in ſplendour's blaze. 


With anxious ſoul each buſy haunt he rang'd, 
With earneſt heart each nameleſs but he ſpies, 
Still as he urg'd his ſcarch, Opinion chang'd 


Her fruitleſs aim, and ſtill the phantom flies. 


Tir'd and forlorn, he cheerleſsly refoly'd 
No more in queſt of Peace to roam in vain, 


Much in his mind each ſyſtem he revoly'd, 


And much he thought, and much he wiſh'd t' obtain. 


Tas on a ſummer's eve---cach ſimple bird 
Pour'd the ſoft requiem to the parted beam, 
And thro' the twilight vale were faintly heard 


Such ſounds as ſoothe, and prompt the Poct's dream. 
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As o'er the view he caſt his anxious eye, 


While trembling twilight wove her fairy veil, 
A toil-worn Pilgrim journey'd ſlowly by, 
Plping his meek ſteps thro' the ſhadowy dale, 


A ſoul reſign'd beam'd in his face ſerene, 
His eyes uplifted ſpurn'd at earthly woe, 
With chaſten'd geſtures towards this faveu?'d ſcene 


He bent his way—while thus his accents flow. 


« My name is Peace---in that fam'd age of gold 


6e A youthful grace adorn'd my youthful form, 


Then o'er the world my ſway was uncontroul'd, - 


Each mind was lightſome, and each heart was warm. 


| 1 
But now alas! Ambition, Imp of Hell, 


„ Moves the hard thought, and prompts the dark deſire, 
© Where Innocence and Truth were wont to dwell, 


Cold Intereſt ſcowls, and Diſcord lights her fir. 


« Wounded, dejected, ſpurn'd from every ſoil, 
« Ofer the wide world a Pilgrim now I roam, 


« Yet ſometimes {till I bleſs the ſons of Toil, 


« Ard make the clayey cot my humble home. 


1 4 
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„ 

4 Pye heard of TnœRRE.-chou ſpurrſt the pomp of Wealth, 
4 Pre heard of THEE-—thou mock'ſt the glare of Art, 

« P11 be thy CRS r, and give thee mental health, 

<« Subdue thy wiſhes, and exalt thy heart.” 


Who'er 2 are that tread the ne grot, 
Attend land every vain enquiry ceaſe 
Still to commemorate the hallow'd ſpot, 
This hut was built, and call'd,-——c* The cell of Peace,” 


And if, as paſling Life's eventful days 

Perchance ye drop the agonizing tear, 
Ohl think ſometimes, (and hither bend your way) 
The Pilgrim Peace, became a Hermit here ! 
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Page. Li. , | 

17 — For © Rota e, read Rotta e. 

do. 14 For baniſh, read vaniſh. 

18 — For Gliocchi, read Gli occhi. 

20 — For Vaga, read Vago. 
21 — For Quel rofignol chef, read Quel raſenuol che ſi. 
do. 1 For too, read fo. | 
do. 3 For her, read his. 

26 9 For hems, read hens. 

27 — For Magic, read magic. 

29 7 For abound, read, rebound. 

30 19 For Entbiſiaſtic, read enthuſiaſtic. 

32 11 For gentle, read gentleft. | 

42 9 For chearleſs, iead cheerleſs. 
do. 11 For wearying, read wearing. 

34 7 For meed, read meed. 

45 8 For gate, read gale. 3 4 
47 7 For arm, read elm. : 
50 6 For ſear, read ſear. 

52 1 For ærial, read aerial. 

56 17 For wizzard, read wizard. 

68 7 For where, read when. 

69 4 For lufProus read luſtrous. 

74 16 For mild, read wild. 

79 16 For war's, read war. 

86 2 For flutters, read flutterers. 

86 15 For ſouleſs, read ſoulleſſ. 
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